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Your mystery. 


Author's Notes: 
Yes! This is my biggest fanfic achievement ever, | think. It was very much inspired by Smooth Dancer by Deep 


Purple, which Gillan himself said was written about Blackmore :) 


Ritchie's always been a man of little action and even less words. Through the blur of alcohol, and realities 
which might have been dreams, | can't remember much anyway. One night though, | didn't have quite enough 


to drink, and that made my cold and lonely bed for the following thousand days. 


He came with me-god knows why-when | went to get another bottle of scotch from the store. We walked side 
by side in silence-well, he strutted and | staggered-and on the way back | sat in chewing gum on a bus stop 


bench. 
| opened my bottle and leaned back, tired from walking too fast in order to heat myself up. 


"Come on," he said. "I'm cold. 


| snorted and smiled, then took a swig. "Come sit here, then" 
"No. Its bloody cold, lan. Let's go." 


| tilted the bottle back again and stared at him mockingly. | could handle the cold He had his arms folded 
across his chest, and he was glaring at me like it was no contest, waiting for me to get up. | didn't want to go 


back. | knew he had some things to say to me. 
| pushed the matter. "Can't we just stay here for a while?" 
He sighed and shrugged. | saw it coming every time, | still do, and yet it makes no difference to how hard | try. 


"Shit, you can if you want," he said, and he turned and walked away. He waited for a few seconds before he did, 
lIl give him that, but it still wasn't fair on me. | stared at his back as he walked How far would he go? He 


wouldn't really leave me here. 
"Ritchie! Come on!" 


That's when the contest started, again. | stood my ground, but he kept walking until | could barely see him. He 
didn't even look back. 


"Fuck," | muttered and got up. "Wait!" 


He didn't even slow down. | had to sprint to catch up to him. | had lost another battle, but once again | was too 
drunk to care. | guess that was a mini-victory for me. If | convinced him that it was the booze that kept me 
chasing him, he didn't really have anything on me. That way, | was nothing more than a lousy drunk who 
couldn't stop running his mouth though | didn't know what | was talking about. He'd have nothing to back his 


claim. 
"You're a real bastard, Blackmore," | sneered, but tried to keep that air of friendliness. 
"Yeah," he said 


| wonder why that didn't bother me-not the fact that he was a bastard, but the fact that he never fought 


back. He knew | meant what | said. 


It wasn't a long walk back to Roger's house, where we were all staying. | could already hear Jon's roaring laugh 
as we turned a correr. Ritchie went inside straight away, and though | had half a mind to go in there and kick 
his head in, | plopped down on the couch with the boys and continued drinking. | watched him pass across the 
room, stand and talk to people, smile politely. Then he'd leave on his own again, perhaps to the backyard to 
admire the bonfire we had lit. 


A couple of hours later | bumped into him on the way to the bathroom, and slurred in all honesty: "You 


wouldve just left me out there, huh? And listen, if you want me off your back, telling me that | have a nice 
arse and tickling my bloody thigh isn't the way to go about it, you stupid fucking git" 


| was only honest with him when | was blind drunk, and that did me no good since | never remembered his 


replies. He could've proposed a bloody wedding for all | knew. 


The next morning | found a folded note on top of my suitcase. It was just one sentence, written with a black ink 
pen. The one sentence that gives me equal reason to love him and hate him. The one sentence that tells me 


how much he loves me, and more so, how much more he will always love himself. 
Í wouldn't have left you out there if | thought for a second that you wouldn't follow me. 
That one sentence that sums up our entire relationship—from day one, to that day, to this day. 


And now, this day, three years later-fuck! Is he trying to torture me? What am | saying-of course he is. 
That's his favourite bloody pastime. Yeah, the many loves of Ritchie Blackmore - guitar, soccer, and watching 
useless little lan squirm. He's standing to my left on the stage, not even sparing me a glance as | tear my 


lungs apart, singing about him, to him. 
Not one fucking glance. 
I'm used to it, but not like this. 


He toyed with my feelings remorselessly, but he always followed it up with that wicked smirk-that smirk that 
let me know he was only playing. Yeah, we used to have a lot of fun messing with each other's heads. And 


yeah, somewhere along the line we were even He started it, of course, but | tipped the scales not long after. 
Now though, now the games are few and far between. 

| used to think that if tormenting me was the only thing that made him smile, then so be it. I'd crucify myself 
to get that smile on his face, just so | could hang on that cross and sneer down at him - ha, you rotten 
bastard, | do make you happy. 

And | used to. 

God, | know | did, even though he'll be deep in the cold ground before he admits it. To him, acknowledging the 
fact that even the tiniest part of a man's happiness is in the hands of another is the ultimate sign of 
weakness. But dear Ritchie, there are some things which you just can't hide. You can't fake that smile. Not that 
smile. 


"Sleep in my bed," | used to say, when he was too tired to go back to his own 


"Nah," he'd reply. 


"Why?" 

He'd think for a moment. 

"Because it's got you in it" 

I'd roll my eyes and then I'd turn around and see him smiling. Sometimes he stayed, sometimes he didn't. 
Neither of us ever spoke of it. But that smile is gone now. | never thought he'd get tired of it-and hell, | still 


don't know. Is he ignoring me on purpose, or does he really not give a shit? 


| thought I'd have to beg him to play this song live, but he didn't even care. He doesn’t scrutinize me like he 


used to whenever we did something new. 


"You're swollen up inside with nothing but your pride, 


And yet you keep on dancing... 


He's not moving now, and that sort of pleases me. During the other songs he was twirling and sliding all over 


the stage. Maybe he's getting the message. 

The show finishes quickly. Apparently he's in a foul mood, so of course there's no encore. 

| seek him out, and find him in the dressing room knocking back Canadian Club whiskey. 

"Well, how'd you like the new one, Blackers?" 

He snarls, finally looking up at me. "Don't fucking call me that, | told you." 

| shoot him a grin. "Alright, Richard, what did you think?" 

"What do you care what | think?" 

| can't help but laugh. 

Oh, Ritchie, Ritchie, Ritchie, how primitive you are sometimes. | care very much about what you think-what's 
going through that demented, deluded brain of yours. You know why? Because it's about you All of it. Every 
single line, and you know it. And | know that you know it. Hell, you're smart, so you must know that | can see 
through your façade, you just won't admit it. Well, let's pretend we're both blind for arguments sake. | want 
very badly to hear your thoughts on the matter at hand. | was standing there insulting you, for fuck's sake. 
Blatantly. I'm sure everyone could tell, but that wasn't for anyone but you. That was it, Ritchie, that was my 
goodbye to you-unless, god forbid, you might actually try to stop me from leaving. Four years of your shit, 


and I've finally had it. | wish | had the strength to walk away earlier, but it was that fucking smile that held 


me back. 


"You know what? Balls to you, Blackmore. If you want to be a drama queen, go right ahead. But if you have no 
quarrels with the way | just sang it-bloody brilliantly-then don't you fucking dare start wanking on about it 


later, you hear me? Because | have had just about enough of your condescending shit-" 
He glares at me. Scream at me, Ritchie. Come on, you fucking coward, let me have it. 
"Get off it, lan" 

My face turns as emotionless as his. What can | do? There's just nothing left.. 


Why can't he kick me in the teeth and tell me to go to hell like a normal human being would? Get off if, lan 


God, it never hurt this bad before. His voice, his eyes, everything is different now. Playtime is over. 
| used to shake my head in disappointment and chuckle at times like these. | can't muster the energy now. 
"Goodbye, Ritchie." 


And | meant it. Goodbye. Don't go to hell, don't go fuck yourself, just go your own way and I'll go mine. 


| said | didn't want to make a big deal out of it. | was tired enough as it was, but they had to drag me out of 
bed, get me drunk and start reminiscing about old tours. This is the big farewell. I'm drinking and laughing. It's 
so natural to pretend that | don't care when he's not around. | guess it's better this way. If he was here, what 
would he do? Drop down on his knees and beg me to stay? Unlikely. Him not showing up gives me some 
satisfaction Its not over until he says goodbye. Maybe, just maybe he can't bear to see me walk. 


| think of the time, back in ‘12, when we were about to leave for the airport and we couldn't find him 
anywhere. An hour later our manager found him hysterical in tears in the hallway. The night before he had 


rejected me and | had gone off on a tirade about how stupid he was. 


Still, | wish he were here. If he had come, he would have come to gloat, and then | could've given him that 


punch in the mouth which he so rightfully deserves. 

The night goes slowly. | go home after everyone leaves; after I'm sure that he won't show. 

Alone in bed, | continue drinking. | can't sleep. The memories flood back. | remember every time | had said 
please, and every time he had said no. | remember all the times | had picked up the phone in a drunken rage, 


dialed his number, and listened to him hang up. 


It didn't make sense. For every one of his cold and spiteful actions, there had been a deed of pure affection and 


tenderness. | couldn't let that go. He walked all over me, but he always came back to pick me up and dust me 


off. There's a hideously perfect balance between the attachment and neglect with which he treated me. | wear 
myself out trying to make one outweigh the other, and it doesn't matter which way the scales tip. Either way 
is better than being stuck between heaven and hell. If | was sure that he didn't want me, I'd forget it- 
eventually if not easily. | knew that | could | had pride spilling out of my ears too, and | was capable of 
gathering it all up and drowning Ritchie in it. But if there was the slightest chance that he was just fucked up 
and in denial, | wouldn't be able to forget. 


And after all his shit, there still is a chance. 


In the morning | wake up, not sure of where | am. I'm overwhelmed by a mix of happiness and misery, and my 
head feels like it's been split in two. | rub my eyes, and | see the note stuck on the door right in front of me. 


Oh, Christ, what did | do.. 


The flashbacks hit me. He had come, last night, dressed in black suede for the sake of poetry. | had been too 
drunk to see, and now | can only make out vague images of him screaming. Can't remember a word. | brace 
myself and get out of bed. | feel sicker with every step, as with each movement towards the note, one more 
vision comes back My clothes are on the floor. | see him naked in the dark, me leaning over him. | bite his 
shoulder, and he shoves me off. I've now passed the empty bottle of gin, which lies smashed on the carpet. | 
see his face twist and he draws back-what did you say, lan, you fucking idiot.. He had said something about 


love, then he was back in black and out the door... 
The note is stuck with a piece of chewing gum. 
Do you remember what | said, lan? Well, thats why Im glad that youre leaving 


Too bad if you cant recall | wasnt kidding when | said | was a rotten prick, so dont be surprised that | wont bother 
repeating myself. It makes no difference anyway. 


Have a nice life. 


